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First cleanse the Vessel, e're the Wine you pour
T'will else be Vinegar, and Wine no more.
Obvious to Sense the Allegory lies:
Would you be happy, be but only wise
Reject all Pleasures of the Sense; they're vain.
Each Hour of Pleasure has it's Hour of Pain.
Bound thy mad Wishes: fix on something sure:
The Harpy Avarice is ever poor.
May none but Vilain's1, be with Envy curst!
Of all the Vices 'tis the Vice the worst:
Scarce all the Tortures of the Damn'd in Hell
The Pangs of wretched Envy can excell.
Sore shall He smart & most severely pay,
Who lets his Passion o'er his Eeason sway:
Oft, to his Scorn, shall his unguarded Rage
Act o'er the Part of Cassius on the Stage
Beprove his Friend, upbraid, insult, resent,
Eave like one wild, grow sorry, & repent
Oh! if you'd live in gentle Peace with all
Bestrain the boiling Fury of thy Gall:
Oh! early wise it's growing force restrain
Like the Steed, curb it: like the Lyon, chain.

Youth, Youth's the Season for Instruction fit.
The Colt's young Neck is pliant to the Bit.
The young Hawk listens to the Master's sound,
The Whelp unlash'd was never yet a Hound.
Now, Boy, 's the time, my gentle Boy, draw nigh:'
Come with thy blushing Front, & open Eye
Now, while thy Breast is, as the Current, clear,
Unruffled, unpolluted, & sincere:
Now fair and honest all thy Hours employ,
For know, the Man is grafted on the Boy.
The Cask once season'd keeps the Flavour long,
Adieu! thus ends my moralizeing Song.enile MS. verses in his commonplace book of
